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LT T was fair day at Gottlosa, a town ii
1 the fliir was ending, it was night n
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bare white sti-eet of the town, back fr<

v peasants were straggling', patting their
"* ' throats, laughing in their great blond bee

At a corner of the square a girl wa

repeated in her mouth, its blue in her

gathering marketmen stopped and lisb
mounts a bird and higher, straight to

gradually, not as a bird, but as a feathe
hat and into it, from the fat wallets, a t

the country.fell. Some of the peasant
them there were others.
~"Way there for the Lord of Thornerh
Across the street Nils Andersson, a

"7* restless eyes of a ferret, was making pi
X- XT finnll,r 4
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birch brandy and potted fish.
At the corner opposite the erowd inci

a herring on a rusk and devoured it abse

rf abruptly, as he raised a glass to his lip
the way the girl was tossing a song aga
was mounting, not like a bird, but like

and onward apd sailed beyond.
"Jenny Linjl," shouted the Baron.

. .,.
% (yj

s he put it down untouched. Across
go

in to the sky, yet this time her voice
he

a flock of them. It soared upward

Ti
He was crimson. "Jenny Lind," he

r. When it alighted the boy held his
raj

hin dribble of ore.the copper coin of Jea
s separated and passed on. Behind

in
jeim."
little man with a long beard and the

_ ,T6c
ace at a table before his inn for the ,sh<
:he latter was seated he brought him ^

of
'eased. Baron Thornerhjelm smeared
ntly, his mind on other things. Then

r\c-

2 la'
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Saitus.

>rd of Chortterhjeim.
n Sweden, forty-five years ago. But ^
ow, yet a night bright as a noon in £
where it was not blue, through the

>m the market place to the square, .

fat wallets, fingering their thirsty 1;;]
Lrds. gto
s singing. The pink of the sky was ani

eyes. At her side was a boy. The

ened. The girl's voice mounted as

that sky and then fluttered down, fl
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Christine H
tbe

ireat Queen of Opera, Got
nd Showers Gold Before

Used, to Sin?. Bare He,
Footed, for Stray

45 Tears y

LONDON, Jan. 20..Christine Nilsson, tl
who for twenty years charmed two xcor

to Snugye, the home of her father, on I

cited the whole neighborhood to a grand ent(
hult, where her father once worked as a hire

tertainment, and at (Jo.ttlosa she put up at

ago she had sung.a bare-footed child.for \
Only in 1898 she scattered gold where she pi(

The peasants that circled the girl turned
h other, but very gravely, for who was c

the girl knew. She flushed, motioned to

rtesied.
"Yes, Mr. Baron."
The Baron looked her up and down, wei

her hat nor shoes. Yet, though bareheade
t type of radiant maidenhood which the
1 of her eyes were glints of the aurora. 2

crocus of the dawn. It was not these thii
ring. It was her throat.
"What do you mean by having a voice lik<

From over the way the peasants had folk

"Who are you?" the Baron continued. "W

are you? What is your name? WThy did

d? Answer me."
From the girl's face the flush now had gor
faded. Both were pale.

"Yes, Mr. Baron," she lisped. "I am jus
;son. At fairs and weddings it is he who
> taught me. He, too, calls me Jenny Lind

ly brother. We live over there, at Wexfb, ii

going back there now.

"You are going to Stockholm with me," tl

? at fairs. You shan't sing a.t weddings.
r. But you shall know, and when you dc

r you, but the world."
Carl clapped his hands. Stina's face lightei
"And shall I have line dresses, Air. isaro

furs? And shall I be rich? Can I go 1

lor said so. Often I dream it. Do dreams

The baron laughed. "Rich?" he bawled,
r you do, you will be richer than I and

ere is it you said you live?"
"At Wexio, Mr. Baron, but"
The Baron turned. "Nils," he shouted. "J

At his elbow, like a kobold sprung from t

keeper appeared.
"Call my people. Fetch my horses, and

m taking her to say good-by to her home."
A moment and there were men and there i

ron, the children on, either side, took the re

circling peasants and bravely, in imitatio
iuted:
"Way there for the Lord of Thornerhjelm."

11
Such Is fier Ladyship'

HROUGH the white street, back from tl

hurrying, fingering their thirsty throat

beards. It was fair day. But the fair w

re set. In a kiosque musicians were play
icing, for all there were cakes, meats am

od Nils Andersson's son explaining to ever

d adding continuously, by way of comr

asure."
Above, from a window, her ladyship lean

ng in the air, then another, then a third. (

»g with vivas. "Hail to our nightingale!" '

der of the orchestra raised a baton, waved
t prelude, the musicians attacked the brindi;

which she had first appeared.
wu. io inhiiipQnt when it does not h
J. lie ctli. I O J u wi vwv**! *»- *

iched the diva she bowed, as she had used t

e smiled, as she had smiled at them, but h

e was back again, a slim, barefooted girl,
the peasants in that square.

Then, even as the scene returned, it was o

curred but six months later, and during \

wn at Stockholm singing before the court,

r real debut, for after it she had been take

jeen, and had realized that there are so

len that scene faded, and well it might; it w
_

Continued on i'age Tv

ilsson.
t$ Back to Sweden
the I?m Habere She
aded and Bare
> Bennies
4igo.
le great nightingale of Sweden,
Ids with her singing, went back
ler fifty-fifth birthday, and in"rtainment.She visited Lofdman, and gave another entileinn where forty-five years
oennies from the passersby.
:ked up pennies in 1853.

and looked at him and then at

ailing? Who was Jenny Lind?
the boy, crossed the street and

- frock was ragged. She wore

d and barefooted, she was just
Baltic provides. In the polar
[n the tangles of her hair was

rgs though the Baron was con;

that?" he shouted.
wed, wonderlngly, hut gravely

ho Is that boy with you? How

you come when I called Jenny

le. From the sky, too, the pink

;t thirteen. My father is Olaf

plays and I who sing. It is he

. But my name is Stina. Carl
1 the parish of Ve£?rslo~fs. We

le Baron shouted. "You shan't
What is more, you don't know

), it is not a parish that shall
*

led.
n?" she asked. "Shall I have
wherever I wish to? Once my
come true?"
"When you come back here, if
more famed than the Queen.

» %
tfils Andersson!"
he ground, the little ferret-eyed

say good-by to this child, for

;vere horses, and at once, as the
ins, Nils Andersson waved back

s Pleasure.
le market place, peasants were

s, laughing in their great blond
as over and in the square tables
ing. For all comers there was

3 corn brandy. Before the Inn

ybody the reason of the festival
nent: "Such is her ladyship's

ed. At sight of her a cap was

!ries followed them. The square
'Christine Nilsson forever!" The
it like mad, and abruptly, withsifrom the "Traviata," the opera

appen to be* the reverse. As it
o bow to parterres of royals, and
er eyes were wet. For sndder iy
ein<yincr frnm f Via fat \va Iteia

usted by another, one which had
vhich she saw herself in a gala
That she had always feit was

11 to the King and kissed by th®
me dreams that do come true.

as now tolerably remote, happertreut

y-tliree.


